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Chats With the Editor 


Turn the Lights On 


With a Friendly Smile 


I have an instrument at home that 
can turn on an electric light without being 
connected to it. It was made by some Path- 
finders several years ago, and it really 
works. 

You can see what it looks like by study- 
ing the picture. Notice that the bulb is at- 
tached to a long piece of wire that is coiled 
around a cardboard tube, but it is impos- 
sible to plug the coil into the machine. 

To make it work, you plug the machine 
into the house current, then bring the coil 
down over the part that sticks up. As it 
comes down, the light begins to shine, 
dimly at first, then brighter and brighter 
as the coil is lowered. 

Probably some of you are wishing you 
had a machine like that to play with. 

Well, you do have one. 

Look around your house carefully. You 
are bound to find at least one in your home, 
and probably three or four. 

Especially, look in the mirror. 
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For you yourself are a machine that can 
turn lights on without being connected to 
them at all. And I don’t mean electric 
lights. 

Surely you have seen people who seem 
to carry gloom with them everywhere they 
go. You have noticed others who carry 
happiness wherever they may be. When 
they come along, it seems as if the whole 
room is brightened. They turn lights on 
just by their very presence. How we love 
them! 

No doubt you have wished you could be 
like that. You can be. You can turn the 
lights on if you will. 

One of the simplest ways is just to flash 
a friendly smile. 

The other evening I went to a Pathfinder 
meeting. At the door was a Pathfinder I’ve 
known for years. “Hello,” I said, trying to 
be friendly. 

Her face showed not the least bit of in- 
terest. She looked off in another direction 
and mumbled something that I think was 
meant to be Hello, but I couldn’t quite be 
sure. 

I thought, “What a pity. She’s such a 
pretty girl, but she’ll never have the friends 
she’d like unless she learns to smile.” 

Frankly, I like people who smile at me. 
I’ve told you that before. A smile makes 
me feel good. It turns on the lights inside. 

A Sabbath school teacher and I have 
entered into a conspiracy. We have noticed 
a junior who never smiles, and we have 
been plotting how we can get him to smile. 
For a long time we thought that he was 
stuck up. That’s what people think first 
when you aren’t friendly. But we’ve come 
to the conclusion that the problem is quite 
different, and so we’ve been scheming how 
to get a smile on his face. We are having 
some success. We know that he will get on 
much better in the world when he exudes 
an atmosphere of good cheer instead of 
gloom. 

Next week I'll tell you another simple 
way to turn the lights on that is even more 
successful. Between now and then, Smile! 


Your friend, 


a Wlrarrel 














All in a Sabbath Morning 


By CORRINE KANDOLL VANDERWERFF 


HY: Al, how about coming for a drive 
with me?” Rob whispered before Sab- 
bath school started. 

“How can we?” Al whispered back. 

“Just come outside as soon as they sepa- 
rate for the lesson study,” Rob replied. 

The boys’ conversation was brought to 
an end by the superintendent’s standing up 
to begin Sabbath school. It seemed to Rob 
that she would never finish talking. Finally, 
the exercises were over and the story had 
been told. As the other juniors went to their 
classes, Rob and Al slipped out the back 
door. 

“What's up?” Al asked, as he and his pal 
walked down the street. 

“My folks won't be home till church is 


over, and they left the car at home today. I 
know where the keys are, so why don’t the 
two of us go for a little spin?” 

“Are you sure it will be all right?” Al 
asked dubiously. 

“Why not?” retorted Rob. “I can drive as 
well as anybody. Besides, no one will ever 
know. We'll just drive down to the end of 
the street and turn around so we can get 
the car into the garage and be back for 
church in plenty of time.” 

“But,” protested Al, “what if something 
should happen? You've only got your learn- 
er’s permit, haven’t you?” 

“Don’t you want to try out our new 
car?” Rob sneered. “Of course, if you're 

To page 18 


“Whee!” Al whistled. “That’s sure some dent you hooked in the fender!” 
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Ruth’s Ruby Ring 


By NORENE LYON CREIGHTON 


git walked slowly along the sun-dap- 
pled sidewalk toward her home. She was 
carrying her schoolbooks and music case, 
for this was the day she took her piano les- 
son directly after school was out. The 
weather was languid, as only a lazy, warm 
day in late April can be, and Ruth was en- 
joying her leisurely stroll. 

Suddenly her eyes fell on a small, glitter- 
ing object lying in the grass. Curiously she 
kicked at it with the toe of her shoe, and 
then gasped with pleasant surprise, for she 
saw that it was a gold ring. Hastily she put 
down her music case and stooped over to 
pick it up. It proved to be a very pretty 
thing—just about the prettiest ring Ruth 
had ever seen. It was set with five red stones 
that must, she was sure, be real rubies. 

Hastily glancing up and down the street, 
Ruth cautiously put the ring on one of her 
fingers to see if it would fit. It did, perfectly, 
and was breath-takingly beautiful, or so she 
thought. She turned her hand this way and 
that, studying the effect. It was such a lovely 
ring, it would be fun to own it—but of 
course she wouldn’t keep it. It probably be- 
longed to someone who would be looking 
for it, and besides, being a Seventh-day Ad- 
ventist, she knew she should not wear a 
ring. 

She started to take it off, then changed her 
mind. “I'll wear it the rest of the way home,” 
she thought. “There’s no harm in that. And 
then I'll watch the paper every night to see 
if anyone advertises for it.” 

Picking up her music case, she resumed 
her leisurely stroll toward home, pausing 
from time to time to admire the ring on her 
hand. 

When she was almost at the door of her 


home, she took the ring off and slipped it 
into her pocket. 

“I’m home, Mom,” she called, and then 
hopefully followed her nose to the source of 
the tempting aromas emanating from the 
kitchen. 

Mrs. Williams looked up with a pleasant 
smile to greet her daughter. “Anything new, 
dear?” she asked. 

“Just this!” responded Ruth, holding up 
the little ring for her mother to see. “I 
found it on the way home.” 

Mrs. Williams dried her hands and took 
the ring to examine it more closely. “Looks 
like a fairly good ring. Probably someone 
will be advertising for it in the paper,” she 
said. 

“Yes, that’s what I figured too,” Ruth 
said, then continued excitedly, “Mom, may 
I go over to Fran’s house and show her the 
ring before supper?” 

Hardly waiting for mother’s amused re- 
ply, Ruth was out the back door at once 
and on the way to Fran’s. Putting the ring 
on her finger, she adjusted it so the “rubies” 
were exactly centered to give the best ef- 
fect, and then she knocked on Fran’s door. 

Solemnly she held up the hand with the 
ring on it, and was gratified to hear Fran 
gasp with surprise. She grinned at Fran’s 
questions, “Where did you get it?” and 
“Does your mother know you have it on?” 

“I found it this afternoon, and I just put it 
on so you could see how pretty it was,” Ruth 
laughed. “It fits me perfectly, and it looks so 
pretty I hate to take it off. But, of course, it 
must belong to someone—and anyway I 
wouldn’t wear it.” 

Every night Ruth religiously scanned the 
Lost and Found ads to see if anyone had ad- 
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vertised for the ring, and was somehow 
ashamed of the relieved feeling she had 
each night when no one had. She had not 
let her mother know that she had been car- 
rying the ring with her to school each day. 
At odd moments, when no one was notic- 
ing, she would put it on her finger and ad- 
mire it. 

At night, alone in her own room, it be- 
came her habit to rub the ring on a piece of 
soft cloth until it shone even more bril- 
liantly, and then to slip it on her finger 
while she completed getting ready for bed. 
Before long, she began leaving it on her 
finger all night, making sure to remove it 
before mother should see it in the morning. 

She took it with her everywhere she went, 
and if it wasn’t on her finger it was in her 
pocket, where she could pat it lovingly 
whenever she thought about it. 

Since no ad had appeared, mother had 
concluded that the ring probably was not of 
enough value to warrant the expense of an 
ad. But she was rather worried to see how 
deeply Ruth was fascinated by the ring. She 
had always been such a good girl, and always 
seemed so sensible about such things, 
mother could hardly accept the fact that 
she was infatuated with a little old ring. 

Ruth, herself, realized that she was spend- 
ing a great deal of time admiring the piece 
of jewelry, and felt twinges of conscience 
whenever she found herself with the ring 
on her finger. 

“Maybe I ought to give it to someone who 
already wears jewelry,” she thought to her- 
self. “But then, I guess that wouldn’t be a 
very good example for me, a Christian, to 
set. But I hate just to throw it away for 
someone else to find, because it’s too pretty 
and too valuable for that.” 

She had to admit the ring was more of a 
temptation to her than she had ever thought 
anything could be. She just loved it! A 
conflict raged in her soul. 

It didn’t seem right to be wearing it 
when she studied her Sabbath school les- 
son, so she took it off while she had her Bi- 
ble in her hands; but likely as not, after she 
was through studying, she would put it 
back on her finger. 

“What am I going to do?” she asked her- 
self after several weeks had gone by. “I 
know I shouldn’t care so much about a ring 
—but somehow I can’t seem to give it up.” 
She worried about it so much that she al- 
most became ill. “It’s one thing to make 


mistakes and then ask forgiveness,” she 
thought, “but this—why this is known sin— 
deliberate sin. This is the kind of sin that 
will grieve the Holy Spirit away if I keep 
on. 

The conflict continued and she confided 
in no one. Mother thought she was looking 
a little peaked, but did not suspect the rea- 
son. Ruth had become so skillful at keeping 

To page 17 
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Ruth walked on quickly, knowing the minister would 
be surprised to see what she had left in his hand. 
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A Strange Answer to Prayer 


By ELLA M. ROBINSON 


First of Two Parts 


A FEW months ago in South Africa I met 
one of the bravest young girls I have 
ever known. She was fifteen years old at the 
time, a member of our Lansdowne church, 
which is a few miles out of Cape Town. We 
chatted awhile before I remarked, “Gail, I 
hear you have had an interesting experi- 
ence. Please tell me about it.” By dint of 
many questions I drew from her the follow- 
ing story: 

“From the time I was nine years old I felt 
that God would help me in some way to 
bring my parents to God. But in those early 
days I had no idea what experiences God 
would lead me through before my parents 
would be converted. 

“I did not remember ever seeing either 
of my parents kneel in prayer, and it was 
only on rare occasions that father would 
open the Bible and read a chapter to the 
family. Although he was a member of one 
church and mother of another, they never 
attended services. Mother was always cook- 
ing and cleaning and sewing, and father 
worked so hard during the week that on 
Sunday he was glad to have the day for quiet 
rest or for fishing in a nearby stream. 

“But though my parents had little time or 
thought for God themselves, they regularly 
sent me and my two brothers, one younger 
and one older, to Sunday school. There I 
learned of the sacrifice Jesus had made to 
save me, and it touched my heart. I longed 
to know more of this loving Saviour, and so 
I began reading the Bible, for I was sure 
there was much more in the Scriptures than 
could be taught in one short Sunday school 
class once a week. I read in the evenings 
after coming home from school and some- 
times in bed at night. 

“Some of my schoolmates attended other 
Sunday schools that taught things that were 
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quite different from what we learned where 
I attended. I began to pray that God would 
help me find the right church. I did not like 
the ceremonies, the candles, the incense, 
and the costuming that we saw on special 
festival days. It seemed to me that the 
church was doing many things contrary to 
what Jesus taught His disciples to do. I be- 
gan going with young friends to visit other 
churches, and continued to pray that God 
would help me find the right church, and 
quickly. I also prayed earnestly that my par- 
ents would become more interested in seek- 
ing eternal life. 

“After two years of going around from 
one church to another, I decided to join one 
of the larger Protestant churches. I told my 
young friends that I liked the services in 
that church because they were simpler and 
seemed to me to be more like the teachings 
and example of Jesus. Yet as we talked 
things over together it seemed to some of us 
that even in this church we were being 
taught certain things quite different from 
the Bible. 

“I wanted to ask my Sunday school 
teacher where in the Bible it says that good 
people go directly to heaven when they die. 
I had read that after the Last Supper, when 
Jesus bade His disciples good-by before re- 
turning to heaven, He promised to come 
again and take them to the heavenly man- 
sions. He also said that when He comes 
again He will call the dead to life and they 
will come forth from their graves. How 
could they come out of their graves if they 
were already in heaven? 

“There was another thing that troubled 
some of us. We couldn’t believe that a mer- 
ciful God would punish any of His crea- 
tures through all eternity in a burning, fiery 
hell for sins they had committed during 





, 








one short lifetime. We discussed these ques- 
tions frequently among ourselves. I wanted 
to ask my Sunday school teacher to explain 
them to me, but I was too timid to ask ques- 
tions in class, and my mother did not know 
enough about the Bible to instruct me. So I 
continued to wonder and pray. 

“After a few months my happy Christian 
experience began to fade away. I felt I 
was growing cold and wondered what was 
wrong. Was I living a pure Christian life? I 
had been attending motion picture theaters 
and dances. Many of the young people in 
the church did so, and nothing was said 
against it. I prayed, sometimes in tears, that 
God would show me what was wrong. 

“One day in his sermon the minister told 
us that we should ‘remember the sabbath 
day, to keep it holy.’ I wondered, “Why did 
he say the Sabbath day? Why did he not say 
Sunday?’ Those words, ‘Remember the sab- 
bath day, to keep it holy,’ vividly called to 
mind the Ten Commandments and the way 


I had memorized them in Sunday school. 

“I opened my Bible to the fourth com- 
mandment, and there were the very words 
the minister had spoken, ‘Remember the 
sabbath day, to keep it holy.’ But there was 
more to the commandment. It told us ex- 
actly which day to keep holy. It said, ‘Six 
days shalt thou labour, and do all thy 
work: but the seventh day is the sabbath of 
the Lord thy God.’ 

“I thought to myself, ‘Sunday isn’t the 
seventh day, it is the first day of the week. 
Saturday is the seventh day.’ As soon as I 
reached home I went to the calendar. There 
it was as plain as anything could be. Satur- 
day was the seventh day, Sunday was the 
first. Then Saturday must be the true Sab- 
bath. It was a new thought to me.” 

One Saturday morning not long after 
this, as Gail was walking past a little church 
near her home, she was surprised to see peo- 
ple entering. She watched again the next 
week, and again saw people going into the 
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Gail had a good time making friends at camp. Even washing dishes was fun! 
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church on Saturday morning. It started her 
wondering, “Why are these people worship- 
ing today? Can it be that they are keeping 
the seventh day as the Sabbath?” 

Soon after this her mother noticed a new 
family moving into a house on their street 
and sent Gail to take them some tomatoes 
from the garden. The woman invited Gail 
to come in and they chatted awhile. Gail 
liked her because she talked about God. Be- 
fore long the perplexed girl was telling the 
woman about the people she saw entering 
the little church on Saturday morning and 
asking her if the seventh day of the week 
was really the true Sabbath. 

She was surprised at the answer. “Yes, in- 
deed, the seventh day of the week is truly 
God’s holy Sabbath, just as the command- 
ment says. It is the day that the Creator 
blessed and made holy, the day that He set 
apart as a memorial of Creation and as a 
sign between Himself and His people that 
He is the One who sanctifies them, or makes 
them holy. On our part it is a sign that we 
believe in His power to re-create us and 
make of us new creatures in Christ Jesus.” 

“Do you keep Saturday for your Sab- 
bath?” the girl asked. 

“I do now, but I kept Sunday most of my 
life. Like many other Christian people, I 
thought that Jesus changed the day and 
taught His disciples to keep the first day of 
the week instead of the seventh. But when 
I learned that this was not so, and that God 
has never changed the law which He spoke 
with His own voice and wrote on tablets of 
stone, I began to keep the Sabbath of the 
commandment. I wanted to do exactly as 
God had commanded, and I couldn’t find it 
written anywhere that He had changed His 
law.” 

“And you have always been a Christian?” 
Gail queried. 

“Yes, indeed, a sincere Christian ever 
since I was nine years old, and I am sure 
God accepted my Sundaykeeping because I 
was doing the best that I knew.” 

“I’m glad to hear you say that,” Gail re- 
plied. “I have always kept Sunday very care- 
fully, reading my Bible and attending 
church, and often going with my girl friends 
to pray with sick people and to read and 
sing to them. I did not know that I was not 
keeping the true Sabbath. Now that I know, 
I intend to begin keeping it from this time 
on 


Then the woman told her, “I am attend- 
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ing the little church where you saw the peo- 
ple going in. Perhaps you would like to go 
with me Sabbath morning. And on Sunday 
evening there are Bible lectures where we 
are learning more of the teachings of Jesus 
and His disciples. You might like to go to 
them too.” 

“I shall be delighted to go, and perhaps 
my parents will go too,” Gail said happily as 
she bade her new friend good-by. 

“After this, the neighbor frequently vis- 
ited in our home,” Gail continued. “She 
and mother became very friendly. At first I 
was permitted to call on my new ‘Lady 
Friend’ as we called her, whenever I wished, 
and I was also given permission to accom- 
pany her to the Bible lectures Sunday nights 
and to the Lansdowne church Sabbath 
mornings. But my parents were not in- 
terested in going to church, especially on 
Saturday, the busiest day of the week. Nor 
could I persuade them to go with me to the 
Sunday evening Bible lectures. 

“Still I was happy, for I believed that my 
prayers were being answered and that I had 
found the right church at last, the one that 
was teaching what the Bible teaches. Soon it 
was arranged for Miss Kleyne, a Bible in- 
structor, to come every week to our home 
and study with us. Then I was more sure 
than ever that God was leading. I began to 
pray that mother would become interested 
in studying with us. But she was always too 
busy and would not stop her work long 
enough to sit down and listen. 

“After a time there began to be trouble in 
the home. On Saturdays there was always ex- 
tra work, cooking and cleaning and baking, 
in preparation for Sunday guests. Some- 
times my mother would want me to go with 
her to Cape Town to shop. To avoid un- 
pleasant discussions I would slip out of the 
house on Sabbath mornings, go to Lady 
Friend’s home, and wait there until time to 
go to Sabbath school with her. This did not 
please mother. She accused me of being 
lazy, and of going to church to get out of 
doing my regular work. One day when I 
came home from church she whipped me. 

“The next Friday evening as the sun was 
setting, I went to Lady Friend’s house and 
slept there all night. Naturally, both father 
and mother were very much displeased. I 
did not know what to do. I was thirteen 
years old. I did not want to disobey my par- 
ents, yet I knew that I must obey God. 
Then, to make things worse, some of my 





girl friends turned against me and began to 
make fun of me because of my peculiar 
ideas. At times I felt very lonely, even de- 
spondent. I had not thought it would cost so 
much to follow Jesus all the way.” 

During all this trouble, which lasted for 
nearly a year, Jesus was watching over Gail, 
and He had a beautiful surprise awaiting 
her. Miss Kleyne knew about her troubles. 
Gail needed young friends who loved her 
sincerely and who could sympathize with 
her and understand the reasons for her not 
being willing to do common household 
tasks on God’s holy Sabbath day. That sum- 
mer there was to be a special welfare camp 
for the young folks whose parents were not 
interested enough to pay the costs of send- 
ing them to the regular Junior Missionary 
Volunteer Camp or who could not afford to 
do so. Miss Kleyne arranged with Gail’s 
parents to let her attend. 

In continuing her story Gail said, “The 
camping trip was delightful. I made new 
friends, among them several Seventh-day 
Adventist girls. It was restful to be among 
people who did not laugh at my religion. 
The camp pastor prayed with me and en- 
couraged me to be true to my convictions 
in spite of the trouble it might cause me. 
Our talks together brought me new courage. 

“But when I returned home the same 
trials awaited me as before. One night 
mother argued with me. She said it was a 
disgrace to the family for one of their 
members to join those peculiar people who 
lived and worshiped so differently from 
other Christians. The next morning when I 
tried to get up and dress, I was so shaky that 
I could scarcely stand, and could walk only 
with difficulty. 

“A bazaar was to be held at the school 
that day, and I was determined to go with 
my brothers. After school one of my class- 
mates took my arm and helped me walk 
home, and another carried my books and 
pencils. I had received an invitation from 
one of my new Adventist girl friends to 
spend a week in her home. When I went 
next door to call her on the telephone I did 
not have strength to stand, and had to ask 
the neighbor woman to send her a message 
that I could not come. Mother set me down 
to supper. My hand shook so that I spilled 
food over my little brother Johnny. Up to 
this time mother had thought that I was 
putting on an act. But now she began to be 
worried. She undressed me and got me into 


bed. In the morning I woke up stiff all over. 

“Mother was now greatly alarmed and 
hurried to the neighbor's house to call the 
doctor. She asked him to come quickly, for 
her daughter was very ill. When he ex- 
amined me mother asked, ‘What is the 
trouble with her?’ 

“He shook his head. ‘I don’t know, but 
she is a very sick girl, We must call a 
specialist.’ 

“When the specialist arrived he looked 
me over. He asked me to stand up and walk. 
I walked across the room and back and col- 
lapsed in a heap at the foot of the bed. 

““We must get her to the hospital at 
once,’ he said.” 
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A Thank-you Prayer 


By MABEL F. HILL 


We thank Thee, Lord, for flowers of spring, 
For babbling brooks, for birds that sing, 
For all Thy loving tender care 

Toward all Thy children everywhere. 


We thank Thee for the rain and snow, 
For trees that sway and winds that blow, 
For sun and shade, for day and night, 
For helping us to know the right, 
We thank Thee! 


> >> >>> >>> > >>> >>> >>> >>> >> >>> > DY 


Gail lay in her bed, still and white. Her 
breathing was heavy. Her mother hovered 
between her and the window, watching the 
road. It seemed hours waiting for the am- 
bulance to arrive. Gail’s Lady Friend came 
and prayed with her and read the twenty- 
third psalm. As Gail listened to the words, 
“Though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for 
thou art with me,” it seemed as though 
Jesus Himself had spoken them to her. A 
sweet peace filled her heart, and for a mo- 
ment she forgot her pain. Little did she 
know how soon she would be passing 
through the dark shadow, and how sweetly 
Jesus would walk by her side, taking all fear 
from her heart. 

(The story will end next week.) 
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KARLI'S 
SECRET CORNER 


By ERNIE HOLYER 


— mountains around the weathered 
Tyrolean farmhouse echoed to the sound 
of an ax swung by a brute of a man chop- 
ping wood in the back yard. A frail-looking 
boy was stacking the pieces. 

Thanks to the strength of the man, the 
woodpile grew rapidly. The boy struggled 
bravely with the clumsy logs, but his shirt, 
wet from perspiration, and his ashen face 
showed that his body was straining. From 
time to time he glanced back at the house. 

The man happened to look up and re- 
marked, “Must be dinnertime pretty soon; 
the sun is high.” 

He stuck his ax into the chopping block, 
spat into his hands to improve his grip, and 
reached for the ax again. 

“Let’s chop until your mother calls.” 

The boy had quickly reached for his 
handkerchief and wiped the sweat from his 
forehead. Without a word he resumed his 
work. 

There once was a time when he had com- 
plained when his muscles hurt too badly, 
but that was before uncle had criticized his 
father. 

“You are a softie, just as he was,” uncle 
had said, and Karli remembered it only too 
well. It was then that he had made up his 
mind to work as hard as he could. Through 
his own efforts he would prove to his uncle 
that father was no weakling. 

“Dinner is ready,” mother’s voice rang 
out. 

They followed the smell of sauerkraut 
that came from the steaming platter on 
the white, scrubbed kitchen table. They sat 
down and said grace. Uncle, being head of 
the household, was first to fill his plate. 
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“We got quite a bit of work done this 
morning,” he said with the air of a man who 
is well pleased with himself. 

“You will easily finish this afternoon, 
brother, so how about letting Karli off for a 
while? This work is too hard for him,” 
mother suggested, passing the serving fork 
to Karli. 

Uncle’s face darkened, but his mouth was 
too full to reply. Karli listlessly forked the 
sauerkraut. Why did mother have to point 
out his weakness again? He watched uncle 
gulp his food and wondered what he would 
say. 

“Too hard for him, huh? Is he a china doll 
or something?” 

Karli was angry. True, he was small for 
his twelve years, but size was not every- 
thing; and he really did not mind doing 
the work. 

Uncle hugged the loaf of black bread 
and cut off a mighty heel, then filled his 
plate again. Without looking at anyone he 
said, “If I’ve said it once, I say it again, his 
father was a softie. He had hands like a 
woman.” 

“And what is wrong with that? Martin 
was an office worker. After all, not every- 
body can have a farm.” 

Mother left the table and busied herself 
with pots and pans. From the amount of 
noise she made, Karli knew that she was up- 
set. His plate was still half full, but his ap- 
petite was gone. 

“May I be excused, Uncle?” he ventured 
to say. 

“Go ahead,” uncle said, munching on his 
second helping. 

Karli was on the verge of tears as he left 
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Karli crawled through the bombed, burning bedroom. He had to save dad’s picture in the bottom drawer. 


the kitchen and headed for the attic stairs. 
He had failed; he had completely failed! 
Now he would never be able to prove that 
his father was no softie. He had tried the 
only way he knew. What now? 

He closed the attic door behind him and 
went to a dark corner. It was like any attic 
corner—dusty and cluttered with discarded 
furniture. But to Karli it was not like any 
other attic corner anywhere. To him it was 
sacred, for here he kept the only treasures 
he possessed. He knelt down and prayed as 
his father had taught him, then added, “Dear 
God in heaven, please help me. Please show 
me a way.” 

He got up and pulled a frayed envelope 
from between the shingles. Carefully he 
drew out yellowed photographs showing a 
young man in the field-gray uniform of the 
German Army of World War II. He kissed 
the photos and held them up toward the 
light. Memories came back to him. He saw 
himself crawling through the debris and 
smoke of a bombed apartment house and 
groping for the drawer in which his father’s 
photos lay. That was in 1944. Ever since 
then he had told nobody about the rescue of 
the pictures, not even mother. 

Steps on the staircase caused him to put 
his treasures back hurriedly. He hid behind 
an old dresser. 


“Karli, are you up here?” It was mother’s 
voice. 

“What is it, Mother?” He crawled out 
and brushed the cobwebs from his face. 

“Uncle Ambros wants you to go back to 
work.” 

Was that all she had to tell him? His 
boots kicked against the chimney. 

“Uncle Ambros is not a bad man. He 
loves you in his own way. Besides, he is 
your guardian, and we must respect him. He 
has given us food and shelter when we had 
no place to go.” 

“Granted, Mother, but if papa were here 
he would show him that he is not a softie, 
wouldn’t he, Mother?” 

Mother squeezed him hard. “I’m sure he 
would, but papa is dead, Karli.” 

“Let me show you something, Mother.” 
Karli got the photos and showed them to 
her. 

“Where did you get these?” she ex- 
claimed. 

“From the apartment house in Munich. 
Remember when you and the neighbors 
searched for me after the bombing?” 

“How could I ever forget! Why, just 
minutes after we found you the building 
collapsed!” 

Mother stared at the pictures. “It is hard 

To page 19 
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A CORSAGE FOR MC 


il you ordered one for your mother 
yet, Kathy?” Hazel asked me. 

I looked at my best friend sadly, and 
could not answer for a moment. I shook my 
head. 

“Oh, you girls!” Harry said, poking his 
twin sister gently. “Always worrying about 
something—as if it'll make any difference 
to your mother or mine whether she gets a 
corsage on Mother's Day.” 

“It does make a difference—doesn’t it, 
Kathy?” Hazel asked. 

“Yes, Hazel. I’m sure mother would love 
a corsage, especially when all the other 
mothers will be getting one,” I said re- 
luctantly. “But ever since she had that 
operation last year money has been scarce 
at our house.” 

A taller girl, Malvina Caswell by name, 
joined the three of us. Although she lived 
on the same block, we weren’t very friendly 
with her. She had a sharp, cutting tongue 
and often poked fun at us. The twins and I 
had formed a protecting wall among our- 
selves against her. 

“I ordered my mother’s corsage from 
Shelton’s, the most expensive florist in 
town!” Malvina exclaimed. “Where are you 
getting your mother’s flowers, Kathy—as if 
I didn’t know!” She smirked sidewise at 
Hazel. 

Hazel came to my defense quickly. She 
put her arm around me and said stoutly, 
“Kathy does more for her mother than 
just get flowers for her. When her mother 
was in the hospital Kathy walked miles to 
see her every day and kept house at the 
same time—and never missed a day of 
school! So there!” 

“That was last year. Kathy can’t trade on 
past glories and good deeds forever!” Mal- 
vina sneered as she turned away. 
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By KAY HEISTAND 


By the time I thought of an answer 
(which it was probably just as well I didn’t 
say) Malvina was gone. 

“She's right, Hazel. I don’t see how I can 
get mother a corsage. I haven’t been able to 


save any of my allowance—and it’s so small } 
anyway. I’m certainly not going to ask 
mother for money to buy her flowers with. 


And I know daddy is worried about bills. 
So——’” I shrugged my shoulders and tried 
to pass the whole matter off. 

After school I took the long way home. 
I deliberately didn’t wait for the twins out- 
side of school as I usually did. Whenever I 
had something to think about I always took 
the roundabout way home, past Mrs. Brad- 
ford’s home. She was a dear little woman 
who lived in a large house with a beautiful 
garden. Some time back we had become 
great friends. I had discovered that if one 
shares a problem or talks it out with some- 
body else, it helps clear up one’s thinking. 
The problem often doesn’t seem nearly so 
bad when it’s discussed with someone sym- 
pathetic. Of course, it is very important to 
do this with the right person. My mother 
was such a person, but obviously the current 
problem could not be discussed with her! 

Several times when my problem was es- 
pecially difficult Mrs. Bradford helped me 
find the courage to face it. Sometimes all I 
needed was the resolution to go on, and my 
problem would solve itself. Of course, no 
problem really solves itself—but our opti- 
mism, determination, trust and faith in 
God, make the problem lessen and some- | 








times completely disappear. 
As I walked slowly along the white 
picket fence that surrounded Mrs. Brad- 
ford’s lovely yard, I wasn’t a bit surprised to 
see her working in her garden as usual. It 
was a balmy day in May, and although she | 
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wasn't weeding her flowers yet, she was 
snipping and working busily among them. I 
leaned over the fence and called to her. 

“Kathy, how nice to see you!” Her smile 
encouraged me, and I soon poured out the 
story of my predicament to her. 

After she heard me out, including how 
Malvina had acted, she mused, “Well, 
Kathy, the easy way to do would be to give 
you flowers from my garden and help you 
make your mother a lovely corsage, but 
” she hesitated. 

I asked doubtfully, “Would a—a—home- 
made corsage be—be nice enough?” 

“Kathy! It probably would be much love- 
lier than a commercial one! Your mother 
would love it more than ever if you made it 
for her. I've made hundreds of them in my 
life. They can be exquisite.” Sparks fairly 
flew from the old lady’s usually gentle blue 
eyes. 

“Oh, Mrs. Bradford, I didn’t mean to hurt 








Happily | pinned the corsage on mother’s dress. 
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your feelings! Honest, I didn’t! I know if 
you made it, it would surely be beautiful. 
All—all I meant was that I couldn’t make a 
nice one!” My words tumbled over one an- 
other in my eagerness to soothe Mrs. Brad- 
ford’s ruffled feelings. 

Her cheeks pink, Mrs. Bradford laughed 
ruefully. “Sorry, Kathy,” she said. “Thought 
I never lost my temper any more—even a 
tiny bit!” 











MOTHER’S DAY 


By FLORENCE MEEKER 


1 am helping mother 
Dust the floor and chairs, 
And then I'll do the dishes 
And wipe the basement stairs. 


| didn't know my mother had 
So many things to do. 

I'll run an errand for her; 
I'll feed my kitty, too. 


I've told the neighbor children 
I have no time for play. 

I must get things all ready— 
For Sunday's MOTHER'S Day! 








I smiled in relief. “Yes, Mrs. Bradford, 
that would be the easiest way—for you to 
help me make mother a corsage from your 
beautiful flowers. But I wouldn’t really feel 
I was giving mother something from me— 
and I wouldn’t be, would I?” 

Mrs. Bradford’s smile was understanding 
as she nodded approval of my words. 
“What do you have in your yard, Kathy, that 
you could use?” 

I opened the gate and went into her yard 
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and sat down on the old stone bench in 
front of the lilac hedge. Mrs. Bradford sat 
down beside me. 

“We have white English violets along the 
walk—the fragrant ones. Mother loves 
them. Someone gave us one plant years ago 
and we've separated them as they spread 
until we have lots of them. Then there are 
blue violets along the fence——” 

Mrs. Bradford’s smile widened. She 
leaned forward and dipped her fingers 
deeply among the spearlike glossy leaves 
at her feet. Plucking a blossom she ex- 
tended a lily of the valley toward me. The 
pure white bells shivered on the crisp stem, 
and the pungent fragrance floated upward 
to my nose. 

I trembled with pleasure. I remembered 
suddenly that lily of the valley was my 
mother’s favorite scent. “She’d love them, 
and we have a big bed of them by the din- 
ing-room window. But I’ve never made a 
corsage—I couldn’t possibly ” I looked 
at Mrs. Bradford helplessly. 

She laughed lightly, her white curls 
bouncing. “Ill teach you how! You can 
practice making a couple here, and then on 
Mother’s Day you can get up early, before 
anyone else is awake, pick your flowers 
while the dew is still on them, and make a 
corsage with your own hands that will de- 
light your mother more than any you could 
buy at a florist’s shop.” 

In breathless anticipation I helped Mrs. 
Bradford gather a variety of small flowers. 
Our hands were full of fragrant blossoms 
as we made our way to the screened back 
porch where there was a worktable. 

Mrs. Bradford showed me how to make a 
fan-shaped background out of the glossy 
lily leaves and delicate ferns. A cluster of 
paper-white narcissus and part of a head of 
sweetly scented lilac surrounded by blue 
violets and pearly lilies of the valley made a 
dainty and appealing corsage. We wound 
the stems with tough, wide grass and tied 
them together with black thread. In those 
days we had never heard of the green plastic 
tape florists use now to bind flowers to- 
gether. 

“Don’t you have a pretty ribbon from a 
candy box or gift that you can use?” Mrs. 
Bradford asked, her head tilted to one side 
as she admired her handiwork. 

I nodded, tingling with eagerness as I 
planned the corsage I would make. I prac- 

To page 17 
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RIVER DRAMA 


By MARGARET SCHONE 


FTER a cold, hard winter of ice and 

snow, spring struck quickly and with 
finality. Lakes and rivers swelled over their 
banks, sweeping away bridges, trees, and 
houses. The Wild Viselti, a river in Ger- 
many, named “Wild” because of its mad 
dash every spring, was no exception. 

My father, Alfred Schone, and his friend, 
Fritz Becker, had just finished dinner after 
a morning of work in the town bakery. 

“Why, Alfred!” Fritz’s eyes lighted up. 
“We still have a little time left before we 
have to go back to work. Let’s do something 
exciting.” 

“I’ve just the idea!” exploded Alfred vig- 
orously, knocking over his chair as he 
jumped up. “Remember this morning when 
we were molding our second batch of 
bread?” 

“Yes, yes. Go on.” 

“Well, remember when Mr. Schmidt, the 
man who lives about three miles upriver, 
came in and told us that the wood bridge 
near his house was swept away? That river 
really must be roaring. Let’s go see it.” 

“Yes, sir!” Both boys dashed out the door 
and ran down the winding dirt path to the 
river's edge. 


They gasped as they saw the maddened 
waters heaving, tossing, churning, shoving 
trees, logs, and debris of all sizes along its 
cruel path. It wound around a bend, plunged 
through a dam, and disappeared. 

Alfred and Fritz scrambled over the dyke 
that the nearby townspeople had built along 
the river for protection. They stepped gin- 
gerly onto sand the river had packed against 
the bend. 

“This is the worst I’ve ever seen it,” Al- 
fred cried. “Why, just look over there.” He 
pointed upriver. “It looks like a piece from 
Mr. Schmidt's bridge.” 

“You're right for sure.” 

“I just thought of something.” 

“Now what's up your sleeve?” Fritz asked 
skeptically. 

“I know the perfect way to test our 
strength. You know you're always claiming 
you're the strongest one around here. I know 
just the way to find out who really is 
stronger.” 

“Well, don’t keep me in suspense. Let's 
have it.” 

“The one who can pull the largest log 
out of the river wins.” 

“Great idea! Let’s start!” Eagerly both 
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Both Alfred and the log were hurled into the swirling waters. 
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boys searched the water for the largest 
piece of wood within reaching distance. 
Each pulled the largest possible log out of 
the river only to discover the other had one 
of about the same size. How maddening! 

After a hard struggle with a certain log 
Fritz triumphantly shouted to Alfred. “Al- 
fred, I won. Look at me.” As Fritz glanced in 
Alfred’s direction his eyes met Alfred’s and 
both boys laughed. They each had a huge 
log of about the same size. “Now listen 
here, Alfred, no more of this foolishness. 
Here I struggled an r 

“Well! What do you think I’ve been do- 
ing? Pulling up this beauty for nothing?” 

“It sure looks like it.” 

“Well, same for you.” Both boys were 
almost ready to quit when... 

“Look, Alfred! See that log coming my 
way. Can you beat it? If only I can get it.” 
As it swung close, Fritz made a futile grab, 
but the log only veered away as smaller 
logs hit it off course. It gained momentum 
and lunged toward Alfred. Triumphantly 
yet carefully Alfred grasped the edge of 
the prize as it swung his way. 

He pulled with all his strength, steadily. 
Slowly but surely the log began to creep up 
the embankment. But just as he was getting 
a stronger hold, to give it the final pull, the 
sand beneath it gave way. Water rushed in 
and took over. 

“Watch out!” Fritz shouted. But to no 
avail. Both Alfred and the log were hurled 
into the swirling waters. 

“Keep calm! Keep cool!” Alfred tried to 
tell himself. “Keep your head and your wits 
about you!” 

Seeing that the current was quickly suck- 
ing him away, Alfred grabbed for the 
branches overhanging the river as he 
surged past them. But every time he got a 
good hold, the current would snatch him 
away again, letting the branches snap 
sharply back into place. Time and again 
this happened. Almost overpowered, the 
boy felt less hopeful each passing second. 
All at once a thought struck him. “Not far 
away is the dam!” Then he really fought to 
maintain a firm hold on branches, but still 
in vain. 

Glancing up a moment to see how far 
from the dam he really was, he saw to his 
utmost horror that not only was the dam 
closer than he had thought but just in front 
of the dam a churning whirlpool was fling- 
ing debris of all sorts and sizes around in its 
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vicious jaws. The thought that death was 
staring him in the face sent new shivers of 
fear up his spine. 

“Am I ready to die?” he asked himself. 
His mind quickly traveled over his past. 
“Yes, I've done all right, but have I done 
enough? If I died would I be saved or lost? 
What am I going to do?” Suddenly, desper- 
ately, he prayed. 

“Dear Lord, please help me to get out of 
here alive. Please!” He paused a moment 
then continued. “But if it’s Thy will to le’ 
me die, Thy will be done. But, Lord, please 
help me make sure I’m ready.” Already he 
felt much calmer and not so afraid. He felt 
as if God were saying, “Everything is in My 
hands and will come out for the best.” 

Alfred’s eyes traveled to the top of the 
bridge that spanned the dam. A man was 
pointing wildly toward the opposite shore. 
Although the man’s shouts were lost in 
the roar of the river, Alfred struggled to 
swim where the man was pointing. Ducking 
logs he slowly neared the middle of the 
river, and saw what the man was pointing to 
—a small strip of land parting the river 
neatly in half. 

Noticing that the current was already 
pulling him nearly past the island, Alfred 
tried harder than ever to reach it. But the 
current was too swift. With his strength al- 
most gone, he missed the sand bar by three 
feet. If all had seemed desperate before, all 
hope now seemed to have fled. 

Then Alfred thought he saw a post stick- 
ing out of the water. He grabbed for it. It 
held. Grasping it as hard as he could he 
hung on as the growling water tried to pull 
him away, seemingly maddened at the 
thought that a mere boy would dare to 
defy it. 

As Alfred was trying to catch a few deep 
breaths and some strength, into his mind 
flashed the text, “Thy rod and thy staff they 
comfort me.” Truly the Lord had guided 
him to the post. 

As he looked up ahead, all Alfred could 


see was the whirlpool with the dam beyond,@ ) 


daring anyone to enter it and come out 
alive. The post had been his last chance for 
safety. 

After some of the strength had flowed 
back into his tired muscles, he cautiously 
and slowly proceeded back to the island. 
With his last reserve of strength, he crawled 
onto the sand and collapsed from sheer ex- 
haustion. 
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After a few minutes he heard a call from 
the man who had been pointing so franti- 
cally. “Why do you think I was waving over 
there?” the man shouted. 

“I thought,” panted Alfred, “you were di- 
recting me to safety from the dam.” 

“Oh, no. It wasn’t the dam that worried 
me so. There was a chance we could have 
saved you from that. But look over there!” 
Following the pointed finger, Alfred paled 

he noticed a large underwater pipe suck- 

ig whatever came along into its deathly 
jaws. This was the point where the whirl- 
pool originated. The grateful boy fell on 
his knees. 

“Dear God, thank You so much, so very 
much, for saving my life.” 

Somehow neither boy wanted to pull 
logs out of the river any more. They had 
had enough excitement. 


Ruth’s Ruby Ring 
From page 5 


the ring out of sight that mother had almost 
forgotten about it. She did not know that 
Ruth was making a studied effort to hide it 
lest mother lecture her on what she knew 
she ought to do. 

And then one Sabbath she found the an- 
swer. The minister preached a particularly 
soul-searching sermon, which seemed to be 
aimed directly at her. At first she squirmed, 
trying not to listen, but the words got 
through to her prejudiced mind anyway. 
She knew she must give up her idol—yes, 
idol! That is what the ring had become. 
When she got the thought out in the open, 
she was able to see how foolish she had 
been. So she made her decision to get rid of 
it at the first opportunity. 

Having made the decision, she felt a 
great weight lifted from her, and she felt 
happiness for the first time in many days. 
During the closing song it came to her 
what she would do, and she could hardly 
leave the sanctuary quickly enough. 

She made it a point to leave by the center 
door where the minister was shaking hands, 
instead of by a side door where she would 
be greeted by an elder. She wanted particu- 
larly to shake hands with the minister that 
day. 

As she withdrew her hand, she left in his 
the ring—and the burden she had been 
carrying with her these many weeks was left 


there too. She did not look back to see what 
the minister's reaction was—she didn’t want 
to know. She just wanted to be rid of that 
ring! 

The following Sabbath, Ruth was startled 
to hear the minister’s opening words, “I 
hold in my hand a little ruby ring.” She slid 
down in her seat, feeling that everyone 
would surely be looking at her. But mother 
was the only one who glanced in her direc- 
tion. In agony Ruth sat through the ser- 
mon, living over again the guilt she had felt, 
and the remorse. How could she have been 
so stupid! 

The sermon was finally over. The min- 
ister, not knowing the story as it actually 
happened, had built his sermon around his 
surmisings of what a young girl had gone 
through when she had in her possession 
such a pretty ring. He had come pretty close 
to the truth in everything he had said, and 
Ruth was glad it was over. This time when 
she went out, she made it a point to shake 
hands with one of the elders and not the 
minister. She didn’t want him to say any- 
thing to her firsthand. She had learned her 
lesson well! Never, NEVER would she even 
be so much as tempted to want to wear a 
ring again. She was cured for life. 


A Corsage for Mother 
From page 14 


ticed arranging the different flowers again 
and again, studying the blending of their 
colors and perfumes. 

I could hardly wait for the important 
day. I awakened even before my alarm went 
off. The May morning was dew washed and 
shimmering with early sunshine. It seemed 
to be calling me and all other mortals to 
come outdoors, to love each other and wor- 
ship God amid all His beauty. 

I knelt to pick the delicate lilies and 
English violets. With gentle fingers I picked 
delicate ferns, even found a few early sweet 
peas. Hurrying into the empty kitchen, I 
worked quickly, assembling the blooms as 
Mrs. Bradford had shown me. A lovely pink 
and silver ribbon I had saved from a hand- 
some birthday gift I had once received 
made a gay and enticing bow. 

When I had finished the dainty arrange- 
ment I wrapped it carefully in waxed paper 
and put it in the ice box to stay fresh and 
cool. 
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No girl was ever happier than I when I 
pinned my corsage on the shoulder of 
mother’s dress several hours later. 

“Kathy, dear,” mother whispered, touch- 
ing the beautiful blossoms gently, “it’s ex- 
quisite. I can hardly believe you made it.” 

I looked happily into her sweet face and 
touched the pale cheek with my lips as I 
said, “Mrs. Bradford taught me how. But, 
oh, Mother, God grew the flowers and 
guided my fingers—and I put all my love 
in it for you!” 





All in a Sabbath Morning 
From page 3 


scared that I can’t really drive or that you're 
going to get hurt . 

“Sure, I want to go if re 

“Then come along, kid; we're going for a 
tide. We've got to be back for church, you 
know.” Rob opened the garage doors and 
both boys climbed into the car. It started 
smoothly. 

“You know,” said Rob, “I could listen for- 
ever to the purr of this engine. Isn’t she a 
beaut?” 

“Is it ever!” Al said, finally relaxing into 
the mood. “Let’s get going!” 

Rob eased the car back down the drive- 
way. It was a thrill to feel the car respond to 
his every touch. He backed it around onto 
the street, then shifted ahead. “Well, pal,” 
he asked, “are you enjoying it? Just think of 
those poor kids still in Sabbath school.” 

Al nodded, but he had a slight pang of 
guilt at the mention of Sabbath school. 

“Hang on, boy!” Rob warned. “We're go- 
ing to take the dip ahead with a burst of 
power.” 

The car leaped ahead when Rob pressed 
on the gas, and lurched over the dip in the 
road. 

“Whew!” was all Al said after the jolt. 

“See,” prodded Rob, “didn’t I tell you 
that I knew how to handle this little buggy? 
Now for the turn around.” 

Rob slowed the car a bit and tried to head 
it into a turn. But something went wrong. 
The car was going too fast and it tore 
against a utility pole before Rob realized 
what was happening. He jammed on the 
brakes, but it was too late. 

The boys hopped out of the car to ex- 
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amine the damage. “Whee!” whistled Al. 
“That’s sure some dent you hooked in the 
fender!” 

Rob didn’t look at the dent with the same 
cocksure attitude that he had felt when they 
began the drive. He was rather wishing that 
he was one of those “poor kids” still in Sab- 
bath school. “It’s some dent, all right,” he 
finally said. “I’m going to have some ex- 
plaining to do when the folks see it.” 


Luckily, the fender hadn’t folded etn 


the wheel, and Rob was still able to driv 
the car. He turned it around, driving quite a 
bit more slowly this time, and headed up the 
street. Somehow the trip back wasn’t as 
cheerful as the one down. Rob drove the car 
into the garage, and as he locked the doors, 
he said, “There’s nothing we can do about 
the fender now. I guess we may as well 
head for church.” 

The boys reached the church just before 
the ministers came onto the platform. Rob 
hardly managed to smile when he slid onto 
the bench beside his father. 

The sermon dragged for Rob that morn- 
ing. The text was, “Be sure your sin will 
find you out.” And it seemed to Rob that the 
minister kept looking straight at him. Of 
course, the minister didn’t know anything 
about the car, but with every word he said, 
Rob lived through another jolt against the 
telephone pole. How he wished the sermon 
would end! It seemed that hours had passed 
by the time the minister finally sat down. 

Then, on the way home, Rob started 
wishing that the sermon had lasted forever. 
He didn’t know what he was going to say to 
his father. By the time they arrived at the 
house, he could stand it no longer. 

“Dad,” he said at last, “there’s something 
in the garage I’ve got to show you.” 

He led his father around to the front of 
the car. “I did that during Sabbath school.” 

“Whatever happened?” Rob's father 
stared in surprise. “I thought P 

Rob broke into his father’s sentence and 
told him the whole story. By this time 
mother had joined them. 

Rob’s parents looked at each other when 
he had finished, and then father said, “Son, 
you and I have some business to take care 
of after sundown.” 

That evening after his parents had had a 
conference they called Rob in. 

Father began. “We've decided that you 
can pay the repair bill out of your paper- 
route money.” He stopped and looked at 
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the boy understandingly, then added slowly, 
“Your mother and I have decided that it 
would be best if you didn’t bother to ask for 
any driving privileges during the next three 
months.” 
Rob hung his head. He knew he de- 
: served the punishment, and he could take it. 
But if he had stayed in Sabbath school where 
he belonged all of this would never have 
happened. 





, Karli’s Secret Corner 

S From page 11 

r 

, to believe that you are dead, Martin,” she 

t whispered. 

i In this moment Karli was overcome with 
a strange feeling. Somehow he knew, he 

e just knew, that father was still alive. 

b “Mother, what if papa is still alive and 


0 returns to us?” 
Mother blew her nose violently. 
“Let us not deceive ourselves, Karli. I 


ll wrote to the Red Cross only a year ago. 
e They could not locate him; nobody can 
yf bring back the dead.” 
1g “But God can, can’t He, Mother? The 
d Good Book says so.” 
* For a moment her eyes lighted up. She put 
om the photos back into the envelope and 
od handed them to Karli. 

“We had better return to work now. 
od Stirring up the past only makes things 
Pf. worse. 
to Karli was disappointed. Mother did not 
he really have faith that God would bring papa 

| back. But he, Karli, would pray for the 
ng miracle. 


To help God perform the miracle he 





of wrote a postal card to the Red Cross the 

1.” \ same evening. Writing in all secrecy and by 

er ; the light of a candle, he asked them please 

to search for his father again. 

wv : While Karli was hoping and praying for 
@) his father’s return, unknown to him the 

en following things were happening. 

on A man took ill in a mining camp in Rus- 

reed sia. The sick man was a prisoner of war, 


who, like his fellow inmates, did not know 


la that the war had ended years ago. The camp 
he had been in since the terrible defeat of 

you the Germans at Stalingrad was one of the 
yer so-called Schweigelager camps (Schwei- 
ms gelager means “camp of silence.” The Ger- 








hy 
Hp 
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Ministry of Angels 


May 
14. Ps. 34:7 Angels dwell with God’s children 
15. Isa. 63:9 Angel saved them 


16. Matt. 13:37-39 Angels are the reapers 


17. Luke 22:43 Angel strengthens Christ 

18. Ps. 103:20 Angels excel in strength 

19. Heb. 1:14 Angels minister to needs 

20. Heb. 13:2 Some have entertained angels 








man prisoners in these heavily guarded 
camps were never allowed to receive mail or 
news from the outside world. And they 
were never allowed to write to anyone on 
the outside.) Most of the inmates were be- 
lieved dead by their folks at home. 

The sick man was not given medical 
treatment. Instead, he was placed on a 
freight train heading west. For weeks the 
train rolled, stopped, and rolled again while 
the sick man burned with fever. In a larger 
station he was carried out to another train 
already filled with sick ex-prisoners of war. 
They went to Frankfurt, Germany, where 
they were carried out of the train on stretch- 
ers. In comfortable ambulances they were 
driven to a Red Cross hospital. 

Thanks to the loving care he received 
here, the man recovered in several weeks 
and was ready for discharge. 

“Where will you go, Martin? We have 
been trying to locate your wife in Munich, 
but she does not live there any more.” The 
nurse looked with sympathy at the de- 
pressed man, and went on. “You are wel- 
come to come back to us if you do not 
find your folks. We can place you in a home 
operated by the Red Cross.” 

“Don’t bother, nurse. I can always go to 
Austria to my wife’s brother.” 

With a little money from the Red Cross 
he mounted the train for Munich. In front 
of a ruin he sobbed like a child until 

To page 22 


MAY 10, 1961 / 19 





Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General conterenc A 





Lesson theme for the second quarter: "They Followed the Lord" (Stories of Conversions) 


Vill—Mary and Simon 


Forsake Lives of Sin 


(May 20) 


Memory VERSE: “Her sins, which are many, 
are forgiven; for she loved much” (Luke 7:47). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the lesson story. It is to be found in 
Luke 7:36-48. Learn the memory verse. Go over 
it every day. 


SUNDAY 
Simon Gives a Feast 

Open your Bible to Matthew 26. 

One day when Jesus was in Bethany, He was 
invited to dinner at the home of a Pharisee 
named Simon. This man was one of the few 
Pharisees who showed any friendliness toward 
Jesus, and he was not afraid to admit that he 
believed and accepted the things that Jesus 
taught. 

There was another reason why Simon wanted 
to invite Jesus to a feast. He wanted to show 
how grateful he was to Him, for Jesus had 
healed Simon of a terrible disease. In verse 6 
find what that disease was. 

Although Simon had been healed of the lep- 
rosy of the flesh, he had not been healed of 
another kind of leprosy—the leprosy of sin. To 
most of the Jews, Simon appeared to be a good 
man, but he had done wrong, and he was still 
a proud Pharisee at heart. What he needed 
was a new outlook and a new heart. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
557, pars. 1, 2 

THINK how Jesus was concerned not alone 
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with the healing of the body, but also with the 
healing of the soul. 


Pray for those who are working in every 
land to heal diseases of both the body and the 


soul. 
MONDAY 
The Woman With the Bad Reputation 
Open your Bible to Luke 7. 


Simon had planned for this feast to be perfect. i 
He had invited many of the influential Jews of j 
Bethany to be there to meet the One he admired 
so much and to whom he owed so much. Martha 
was there, with all her skill, attending to the 
details of the feast, but Simon was not so happy 
when a certain person turned up at the feast. 
Look in verse 37, first part, and find who this 
person was. 

This woman was Mary, sister to Martha. Later 
on in the chapter which you have open before 
you Christ speaks about her and says that he 
sins were “many” (verse 47), but adds that they’ 
have been forgiven her. Mark tells us in his — 
Gospel that Jesus had cast seven devils out of 
her. 

In verse 39 read what Simon the Pharisee said 
to himself about Mary and the sort of reputa- 
tion she had. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
568, par. 1. 

THINK how Christ, while hating the sin, loves 
the sinner. 

Pray that you may follow His example and 
be merciful to those who have done wrong. 

















TUESDAY 


How Mary Showed Her Gratitude 
Open your Bible to Luke 7. 


Mary felt that she could not do enough for the 
One who had saved her from her life of sin. 
She eagerly drank in all that Jesus taught. She 
heard Him say that He must soon die. She 
wanted to do something special for Him, so she 
purchased a very expensive alabaster box of 
precious ointment with which to anoint His 
body when He should die. 

But now people were talking about His being 
made king. If this were true Mary wanted to be 
the first to show Him honor. Look in verses 37 
and 38 and see how she honored her Lord and 
Saviour. 

Mary had performed her deed of love quietly 
but soon the beautiful fragrance of the perfume 
filled the room and proclaimed to all what she 
had done. 

Judas protested against what he called a waste 
of good money. Simon in his heart despised 
Jesus for accepting an honor from one who was 
known by all to be a sinner, but to Jesus the 
deed of love was precious. It was a token of 
gratitude and love that was to be remembered 
by Him in the dark days to come and cheer 
Him until He breathed His last on the cross. 

“As He went down into the darkness of His 
great trial, He carried with Him the memory of 
that deed, an earnest of the love that would be 
His from His redeemed ones forever.”—The De- 
sire of Ages, p. 560. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
560. 





Jesus told everyone that Mary’s kind deed would be 
told around the world. Good deeds have long lives! 


THINK! Do you seek ways in which you can 
show your gratitude for all that Jesus has done 
for you? 

REMEMBER to thank Jesus every day for the 
Salvation He has bought for us at great cost. 


WEDNESDAY 
Simon Takes a Look at Himself 
Open your Bible to Luke 7. 


Simon was still feeling disturbed that Christ 
should take notice of Mary, whom he regarded 
as a great sinner. Jesus seemed to read his 
thoughts. Find in verse 40 what He said to 
Simon. 

Jesus knew that Simon had a past that he 
wanted no one to know about, and He might 
have condemned him openly, but that was not 
the way Jesus did things. He wanted Simon to 
realize that he too needed forgiveness, and 
so He told a parable. You can read this parable 
in verses 41 and 42. 

When Jesus asked Simon which of the two 
creditors loved his master most, Simon quickly 
replied that the one who owed him most loved 
him most, for naturally he had more to be 
grateful for. 

Then Jesus began to apply the parable to 
what had taken place. Read what He said, in 
verses 44 to 46. 

Simon began to see now that he was the one 
who owed a great debt to Jesus. He thought that 
he was honoring Jesus by inviting Him to a 
feast, but in reality Jesus was honoring him by 
being his guest. “He saw the magnitude of the 
debt which he owed his Lord. His pride was 
humbled, he repented, and the proud Pharisee 
became a lowly, self-sacrificing disciple.’”—The 
Desire of Ages, p. 568. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
566, par. 5; p. 567. 

a how gently Jesus deals with those who 
sin. 


Pray that you may be as gentle and kind with 
others. 


THURSDAY 


Mary the Learner 
Open your Bible to Luke 10. 


Mary comes down to us as an example of 
how we should continue to learn about Jesus 
all our lives—not just before we repent and 
are baptized. 

On one occasion Jesus was in the home of 
Martha and Mary and Lazarus. Martha became 
quite annoyed because Mary just sat and listened 
to Jesus instead of helping her prepare the meal. 
Find what Jesus said to Martha when she pro- 
tested against what she thought was laziness on 
the part of her sister, in verses 41 and 42. 

Jesus did not mean by this that we are not 
to take our share of life’s practical duties, but 
He was trying to show Martha that every one 
of us must take time to learn about spiritual 
things. Mary was learning while she had the 
chance. 

“Mary was storing her mind with the pre- 
cious words falling from the Saviour’s lips, 
words that were more precious to her than 
earth’s most costly jewels.’—The Desire of 
Ages, p. 525. 

So we must take every opportunity to learn 
how to be better followers of our Lord. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
525, pars. 1, 2. 

Tuink! Are you so engrossed with other in- 
terests that you do not take time to “sit at 
Jesus’ feet” and learn of Him? 
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REsotvE that you will never let a day go by 
without taking time to study the Bible and pray 
and think. 


FRIDAY 


Wuat do these words or phrases remind you 
of in the stories we have been studying this 
week? 

Feast. 

Leprosy. 

Seven devils. 

Alabaster box. 

Fragrance. 

“She is a sinner.” 

Five hundred pence and fifty pence. 

“She loved much.” 

Sitting down while someone else worked. 

“Careful and troubled.” 

“The better part.” 


REVIEw the memory verse. 





Karli’s Secret Corner 
From page 19 


passers-by full of compassion, assured him, 
that some people had survived the bomb- 
ing. 

With renewed hope he returned to the 
main station and boarded a train for Austria. 


During the weeks after Karli had sent 
the card to the Red Cross he never ceased 
to think of his father. Frequently he 
sneaked away to check the mail. Then one 
day there was a card with the Red Cross 
stamp on it, and he began to read it. “We 
are sorry to inform .. .” He could not go on. 
Uncle had followed him and now snatched 
the card from his hands. 

Disappointment and a strange rage tor- 
tured Karli. All the unkind words uncle had 
spoken against his father came back to him. 

“I should give you a thrashing for writ- 
ing behind my back. We have known all 
along that your pa is dead.” 

“He is not dead.” Karli shouted and 
jumped at his uncle, his doubled-up fists 
beating against his uncle’s chest. 

“What do you think you are doing?” 

Uncle twisted Karli’s arms and Karli 
kicked back. 





“Let go, both of you!” 
demanded from behind. 

They stopped. Their heads turned toward 
a man dressed, or rather wrapped, in faded 
field-gray rags. 

“Who—who are you?” uncle stuttered. 

The stranger did not reply. His eyes were 
pinned on Karli. Karli forgot his hurting 
arms in uncle’s grip as he searched the 
man’s face. The hollow cheeks aroused his 
sympathy; the tightly closed lips told of suf- 
fering. The eyes, however, seemed to con- 
tradict all his misery. There was something 
about them that Karli remembered from 
way back. 

“Papa, mein Papa!” 

He jerked himself loose and ran into 
outstretched arms. For a long while father 
and son were too overwhelmed to speak. 
When they finally took their eyes off each 
other, they saw that uncle was gaping at 
them with drooping shoulders. 

“Was Uncle Ambros mean 
Karli?” father asked. 

“Nein, Papa, not at all.” 


a voice suddenly 


to you, 


“Then what was the fight about?” father 
inquired. 
Karli could not tell, so he said, “I was dis- 


obedient, Papa.” 

“The kid is all right, Martin. Come on, 
let’s shake hands.” 

Father walked up to him and they shook 
hands. 

“Hey, what happened to those soft hands 
of yours?” uncle exclaimed. 

“After years of working with pick and 
shovel in the Russian mines they are not so 
soft as they used to be,” father laughed, 
showing his calloused hands. 

Uncle put on a pleased smile. 

Karli kicked the postal card under a stack 
of wood and sent a fervent prayer of thanks 
to Heaven. God had performed the miracle 
no man could have brought about. 
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MISSIONARY ADVENTURE 


Two outstanding books with that magic-carpet ap- 
peal—guaranteed to delight readers of every age. 


GOING WITH GOD, by Yvonne Davy 


No author has ever told mission stories with more graphic appeal. 
In this book we view the fortunes of two young missionary appointees 
from the time they leave home until they arrive at their mission 
station. We live with them in their work, share their hopes and de- 
Spairs, their joy in souls won from darkest African heathenism. This 
book engages high reader interest from the first sentence through the 


last page. 
Price $3.00 
MISSIONARY TO CALCUTTA, by Goldie Down 


Decidedly an informative, entertaining, and inspiring mission travel 
treatise. All the vivacity of wide-awake observation combines here 
with the charm of an uninhibited astonishment to make this a com- 
pelling narrative. In this book you will find delightfully subtle humor, 
pathos, tragedy. As never before you will feel the great need of 
India and see its beauty contrasted with its wretchedness. 

This volume reveals a facet of missionary life not found in other 


missionary recitals. 
: Price $3.75 
ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 




















Church Missionary Secretary 
Book and Bible House 
Going with God @ $3.00 
swum Missionary to Calcutta @ $3.75 
State Sales Tax Where Necessary —.._._.__ 
Postage & | 

Total Enclosed 


Nore: Add  & insurance, 15c first book, 5c 
each additional Ea. 


Name 
Address 






































y1 


ws 
LL 
re, 


ew 








PINKEY, the Flamingo, No. 2—By Harry Baerg 
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1. Flamingos like to congregate and nest in large 
dense flocks, sometimes numbering 30,000 during 
the breeding season. At other times they are scat- 
tered in smaller groups. 2. Like many other gregari- 
ous waterfowl, they have an elaborate courting ritual. 


At this time the male turns his head, bends his 
neck, and spreads his wings to call attention to his 
charms. The females gawk in rapt attention around 
each performer. 3. Later the paired birds work to- 
gether building their nests of mud, trash, and gravel. 





ts! 














4. The nests are usually built to a height of about 
one foot, in order to keep the egg dry during spring 
tides, which raise the water level of the salt marshes. 
5. One egg is usually laid in the nest. It is about the 
size of a goose egg and has a thick, chalky-white 
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shell that insulates it from the tropical sun. 6. It was 
believed for many years that flamingos straddled the 
nest or sat back on it when brooding, but observers 
found that they fold their long legs under them, let- 
ting the heels project beyond the tail while they sit. 











7. The parent flamingos take turns sitting on the 
egg while it is hatching and are careful to turn 
it and to moisten it with their damp feathers. 
8. After 30 to 32 days of patient waiting on the part 
of the parents, the embryo has developed inside the 
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egg and the chick is ready to come out. 9. The 
chick is noisy, and is often heard whistling and 
squealing in the egg before it is even cracked. In this 
last scene we see Pinkey’s mother excitedly listening 
to him as he is about to break through the shell. 





